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"I'mgobig to die," says the Wldcier Greene,
'I'm pmg toinlt this tilrtlily scene

It ain't no plate Tor mo to stay
J n such a world nt 'tis todav.
Si loli works mul ways Is too much for me,
Nobody can't let nobody be.
The girls isJlounend from top to toe,
Aml.tliat'jf the bull o' what they know.
Tlicmcn I mail nn bomlt uml storks,
Swcarm' an' sliootln' nn' plikln' locks.
I'm real afraid I'll be bunged myself
V.t I ain't laid on my llnal shelf.
There ain't a rrcatur but knows y

1 never vnt Itinatlu any way,
I Jut since erary folk alt go Tree,

I'm dreadful afraid they'll hang up me!
There's another thins that' pesky hard
1 can't go Into a neighbor! yard
J'o jiay 'How bo you t or borry a plu,
J'.ut what the paper'll have It In :

We're plcaicd to say the Wlddir Grecno
Took dinner a Tuesday with Mrs Kenc.'
Or, 'Our worthy friend JIm. Greene's gone
Down to Itarktmumtcad to fee her son
Great JertiialcmJ rant I Mir

Without come feller's fur?
'J'licro nln't no privacy, so to say,
'o more thnn lr thl wa Judgment day.

And a lor ineetln' 1 wai.t to swesr
III cry ill.ie I jutt my head In there.

even 'Old HuudredV spiled aud done
J.Ike everything eNe under the sun ;

It used to be m M)lomn and Mow
'i'r.ile to the Lord from men below.'
"uff it goes like a gallopin' Meer.
Jilgudlddlo diddle ! tliere and here.

u repect to the Lord aboo
No more'n cf he was hand and glove
With all the crcetcr he ever made,
And nil the Jlg that was ever played.
J'rrscliln too but there I'm dumb-l- int

I ti ll you wbat! I'd like It somo
1( good old I'arson Nathan Strong
(.nit o' hli grave should eouic along,
And give in a stlrrln' tiMe o' lire
.'udgincnt and Jullce 11 my deilre.
'Taln't all loe an'MclcMi sweet
That make' thlt world or t'other complete.
Hut law! Im old! I'd better be dead
Whan the norld'n udurnlug over my head;
Spirit tulkln' lite taruul fool,
Uinta kicked out o' diMriet f rhools,
;raey critter round

Jlunct folks better be under the ground,
'i this r.lrthly scene
Ko more'll be pesteredjliy Widder Greene.

UuUlmore Sua.

Lost and Found.
I was a young doctor, not overbur-

dened with pracllco, when I tut ImU
dozing in my surgery ono stifling
August nttcruoou anil was aroused by
ii bustle In I ho street mid a cry, "Hero
i a doctor! King the bell!"

lly i bo i lino tlio ring was answered
I wa wide iiwake mid had my "pro.
lossinnal expression" on. Two men
rauic in. uud ono held In Ills arm a
limp, ceaseless figure, a boy about
tliroo years old, covered with blood
flowing from a gash in his head. 1

took tho little fellow In my own arms
mid carried liim to the sofa, wliilo tlio
men brought mo water nud acemcd
deeply Inl crusted in all my move-men'-

A broken arm and tlio deep cut on
tho head kept mo busy miino time,
li'it at last my llttlo patient was inado
rnmrortablo as possihlo, and was
moaning with recovering conscious-no- .

"Have you far to carry him?" I
mkcil onn of tlio men.

"Wo don't own him," was tho an-

swer. "Ilo was across tho
street, and a homo kicked him over.
Jim, lioro," indicating Ills companion,
"ho picked him up, and I come along
to help lind a doctor, 'cause him can't
read."

"Needn't that In J" Jim
(growled, turning rod. "Poor llttlo
chap, how ho (groans !

"I will glvo him something to qulot
lilm presently," I said, "ami will send
word to tho station-hous- o If his nuino
is not on his clothes."

'I ho men departed, and I lifted my
edinrgo ouco inure and went up stairs
to my mother's room, over tho sur-
gery.

It did not tako many minutes to
enlist her sympathies, and wo un-
dressed tho child and pullilm In her
wide bed, hoping to And somo mark
upon his clothliifg. There was none,
mid when I saw this Ispoko frankly,
"Mnthor, there Is Just one chance for
the Utile fellow' lire, and that Is
perfect quiet. He will liavo foyer
probably bo dollrlous, and to carry
lim.to a hoipltal, or oyeu.to bit own

0

TI1E I'llOY HERALD, WEDNESDAY , OCTTBER 31, 1877,

home, may be fatal. I will send word
to the station limine, atid then"
"You know I will nurse htm, John,"

my mother said. "If hit mother
comes, sho must do as alio thinks best,
but until she comes, leave him to
me."

I wrote a description of the child's
long brown curls and brown oyes, of
llio delicate suit or clothes In which
he was dressed, and sont It to tho
station. No call being made in thrco
days, I ndvcrilied him for a week,
snd still he was not claimed. It was
very strange, for tlio child's pure,
delicate sklu and dainty clothing
teemed to mark him as the child of
wealth.

JJut whllo he lay unknown, tny lit
tlo patient was struggling hard for
Hfo against fever and Injuries. Ilo
was dllorlotis for many days, calling
pitifully for "Momma pretty mam.
ma!" begging her not to go away,
and milking our hearts ache by often
crying, "Oh, Aunt Lucy, don't beat
Freddie! Freddie will bo good!''
or, "Grandma, grandma, don't !'' In
cries of extreme terror.

Mother would get so excited with
Indignation over thoso cries, that I

saw the child had won a loud place
in her warm heart.

"lie lias beon John, the
pretty darling !" sho would say. "I
hope tho cruel people who could hurt
such a baby will uovcr tlnd him
agaiu."

Sho would rock him in her own
motherly arms, would spend sleepless
nights watching beside him, potting
and fondling him till ho seemed oven
in his delirium to know her love, and
would nciitle up to her lor protection
against the phantoms of his own le-

vered Imagination.
Tho second week of his stay with

us was closing, and Freddlo hud ro
gained Ills reason and was on tho road
to recovery, when one morning a
carrlngc dashed up to my door, and
two ladies alighted.

They wore rustling silks of the
latest fashion, and were evidently
mother and daughter. Tho young
lady was very bountiful, a period
blonde, and dressed in cxqulrite
taste.

"Dr. Morrill?" Inquired tho young
er duly.

I bowed.
"Wo culled in answer to an adver

tisement rcgiinllng a child, my grand-
son. You will probably t!iluk it
strange wo havo not been hero be
fore, but wo wero obliged to leave
town the day before ho was lost, and
have Just returned. Tlio nurse who
had It i in in churgn ran nway, and
wliilo wo supposed him safe at homo,
ho lias been lying in a hospital, per
haps dying."

"Wo wero nearly distracted on our
return," said tho young lady, "when
wo missed our darling, but an In-

quiry at tho elation houso scut us
hero. Tho officer also showed us
your advertisement. "Whcro is our
dear child V

"Ilo Is here," I answorcd, "iinilor
my mother's euro, mid, i am happy lu
say, doing well."

An uiimUtakahlo look or disap-
pointment crossed tho fucos or my
visitors, but the elder ono said, "Can
we seo him, dqctor !"

I asked permission to announce
their coming In to my mother, and
left tho ladies alono. When I re
turned, alter somo fivo minutes ab-
sence, I was struck by tho changes in
their facos. Tho youngor ono was
pale as ashes, and the elder ono had a
sot, hard look of determination, as if
nerved by some sudden resolution.

I led tho way lo my mother's bed
room, where Freddlo wus In a pro
found slumber. Tho younger lady
shrank back In the shadow of tho
bed curtains, but tho mother advanced
and bent over the child.

There was a moment of profound
silence; then, in a hard voice, luo
lady said, "I am vory aorry to have
put you lo ao much trouble, Doctor
Morrill. This Is not tho child we
lost."

A heavy fall startled us, and I
turned to see tho young' strangor
ouselesi on the floor. "The disap-

pointment la too much for her. Wo
o hopod to find my grandson."

1 did not reply. The delirious rav- -
Ins pl tho chUd4 wjjre allll ringing

In my cars as ho pleaded with the
harsh grandmother and mint. I did
not bollovo tho old lady's statement,
but having no proof of tho contrary,
1 was forced to accept II.

liong after my visitors had de-

parted, tho beautiful blonde still
trembling and white, mother and I
talked of their slrarigo conduct.

"It Is ovldeut they wish to dony the
child," I aald.

"I am glad of it," mother replied.
"Wo will kcop him, John. Ho shall
have a grandma to love, not to rear."

Sosuiumor and early autumn wore
aw)'t atid Freddie was Uoar to us as
ir ho had claim or kinship. Hit raro
beauty, his precious Intellect, and
his loving heart had completed the
fasciuatlon commenced by our pity
for his suffering, weakness and lone-
liness. Ho called us "grandma" and
"Uncle John," and clung to us with
tho most aflcctlonato caresses.

Wo tried in vain', from his childish
prattlo, to gain (somo clue to his pa
rentage or relatives. He told us his I

papa had gone "lar, far off," and
mamma hud "goiio to papa;" and to
wo concluded ho wus uu orphan, and
I often heard mother telling him of
beautiful heaven, whcro his parents '

waited for their llttlo boy.
Of his grandmother and Aunt Lucy

ho spoko with shrinking tear, and
seemed to have nn dread of
Susan, whom we judged to bo tho
nurse. Susan was talking to a tail
man, he told us, who boxed his eaia
and told him to go home, when, try
ing to escape, lie run under the horse's
hoofs and was hurt,

llclng blessed with ninplo means,
mother and 1 had quito duulded to
formally adopt pretty Freddie wboiij
ho had boon a little longer unclaimed
in our house. Tlio convalescence of,
tho child requiring freh air without
too much exercise, 1 made u hublt of j

UKing nun witn mo lu my daily drive
to visit my patients.

Dennis, my coachman, was very
fond of Freddie, nud very careful ;

so I was not nfiuld to Icavo my little
chargo with him while I was indoors,
and ho was very happy, chut ting
with tho good-nature- d Irishman, and
wultlng my coming.

It wus early In November, and
mother had dressed Freddlo for tho
lirst time in a j unity suit of velvet,
with u dainty velvet cap ovur Ills
brown curls, when ono morning 1

sent him out with Doiinis until I was
ready to start. Looking out, I saw
him Mantling on tho pavement, giv-
ing Nut, my linrsc, a lout; carrot ho
procured in tho kitchen, wliilo Den-
nis stood near guarding tho curly
head from any mischief.

I was making my llnal preparations
for departure, when I heard u pierc-
ing scream under my window, and
Dennis saying, ,,'Jabcrs, lie's fuiuted,
tho crathor !"

While Freddlo criod, "Mumraa-pre- lly

mamiiiu I"

I ran out hastily, to see an odd ta-

bleau. Dennis was supporting in
his long arms a slender llgure In deep
mourning, half leaning on tho shafts,
while Freddlo clung to her skirts,
sobbing, "Mamma mamma I"

A few passora-b- y stood near, mak-
ing various suggestions, and Nat
looked gravely over DounU' shoul-
ders, as If ho could say a great deal
If ho had tho inclination.

"Drlng her in, Dennis," I said.
"I'll do that same, sir," was the

reply, as Donnls lifted Ihe llttlo flguro
llko a feather weight, and crossing
tho pavement, camo Into tue surgery.
I shut out the curious peoplo who
followed, and Freddie clung last to
tho black dress, never ceasing his
loud cries or "Oh, mamma! It Is
my mamma come homo lo Freddlo !

Mam iv a pretty mamma !"
Tho sound rang through the houso,

reaching my mothor's ears, who was
in her room. She camo hurrying
down tho stairs, and eutorcd the sur-
gery Just at Donnls dopotlted hit
burden lu an arm chair. Compre-
hending the situation at a glance,
mother tenderly removed Ihe heavy
crape veil and bonnet, Inosoulng
shower or brown curlt round a mar-
ble while race, still Insensible.

"You teo, air," said Donnls, "Maser
Freddie had Just given rhe horto the
last of the carrot, and wai running up
aud, down, w.Ueu tho poor crathur

threw up her veil, gavo ono screech,
and would ha' fallen on tho ground
If tho shafts and I hadn't
hor atweon us, Do you think, sir,
It's his mother?"
At that moment the ttrangor opened

a pair of large eyes, and brown and
tolt as Freddie's own, and murmured
In a faint voice, "Freddlo ! Did I tee
my boy ?"

Thou her eyoa fell upon her child,
and In a moment tho wai nn hor
knees beforo hun, clasping him to her
heart, kltslng htm, sobbing over him
till mother broke out crying, too, nud
I was obliged to assume my "profes
sional expression" by sheer force of
will.

"Come, come," I said gently,
"Freddie has boon very ill, and can-
not bear to much excitement."

Thlt quieted the mother in an
and the roso still holding the

child's hand In hers.
"Is It my boy?" sho said, looking

Into my faco.
"Fruddlo," I asked, is tint mam-

ma ?"
"Yes," said tho little fellow,

"of course it Is. My own
pretty mamma, coma from heaven."

Sho reeled hack at I ho innocent
words, nud would have fallen had I

not caught her nud put her ouco
moro in the arm-chai- r.

"Come rrom heaven 1" sho repeated,
with uidiy Hps and gusplng breath.
"They told inn ho was dead my
boy, my Freddie that ho was run
over and killed the uurso saw him
fall under the horse's feet."

"But, you see, ho wus not killod,"
mother said in a gentle touo, "but Is
welt uud strong again "

And then, motioning mo to kcop
silent, mother told tho widow of the
child's injuries and recovciy, of liU
winning ways nud our love for him.

"And you kept lilm and nursed
him!" sho said, hissing mother's
hands. "Oh, what can I ever do for
you to prove my gratitude? Fred-
die, my boy, how you must lovu the
kind lady."

"Yes," assented Freddie, "that's
grandma and this Is Uncle John,"
and I was dragged forward.

"I can not understand It nil," the
mother said. "Did no ono know he
was hero my mother-in-la- ? Will
you let mo tell you," she added, look-

ing at mother nud myself, "how my
boy was lost ?"

"If you will drink tills first," I said
giving her a quieting beverage.

Shu obeyed at once, and taking oil'
Frcddio'H cap, lifted him to Iter lap
whllo sho told her story. When wo
saw tho two fair face so closo to-

gether, any lingering doubt we might
havo had of tho stranger's claim van-

ished at onco. Even In parent and
child the resomblauco butwocu tho
woman and her boy was wonderful.
The same brown hair and eyes, the
siiuio delicato features and complex-
ion, tlio Bailie child-lik- e expression,
marked both countenances. Even,
to tho pallid, wasted look or recent
suffering tho reseiubluuco was per-
fect.

"I must toll you first who I am,"
our visitor said. "1 am the widow of
Col. West who died of cholera In Liv
ci pool only two weeks ago. Hu was
taken suddenly and I was telegraphed
to como to him. We had parted," she
added turning to mother, "becnuso
his business had called lilm. to Liver
pool, und ho was afraid to havo Fred
die and iiie go there on account of tho
cholera. JJut when I heard ho was ill
I went to him at onco, leaving tny boy
with my husband's mother and sister.
I know they were not vory fond of
him, but I had no choice. I dared
not tako him to Liverpool with the
cholera raging thoro, and I had no
where else lo leavo lit in. I luuud my
hiubaud very III, but he was recover-
ing, when hu had a relapse He rallied
from that, and took cold, I think, or
over fatigued himself, bringing on a
second relupso that proved fatal.
During all hit Illness I heard only
twico of Freddie once that ho was
well, onee that he had been killed in
Ihe ttreot. I came homo only two
d.iyt ago, and thoy would tell nte
nothing of where he waa burled
nothing but the bare fact of hit death.
I I oh, do not blamo me ! I wat on
my way to the river to end it ail,
whon I met Freddlo."

Mother looked at me and whli- -

pored, "Thu arniduioihor who hail
heat Freddlo hu driven her mad.
Let her stay with me while you try
and dud out something about her."

"Itut I havo no right to foreo my-

self into her private affairs." I said.
"Sho It Freddlo'. mother that gives-yo-

arlgtit."
It would bo tedious to tell In detail

all the long conversation that lot-

ion od ; but authorized by Mrs. West,
I culled upon her husband's lawyor,
and there heard her story.

"1 think," the lawyer said, confi-
dentially, "that the Wests bio tho
proudest people I ever saw proud
of their family, their money and I heir
beauty. Carroll West was the only
son, Lucy tho only daughter, when
tho old man died. He left a cousid-erubl- o

fortune, but Carroll bus In-

creased his h are of It to luiincuso
wealth. His mother was very desir-
ous of huving him niako n great
match, and proportionately furioua
when ho married a little, dark-eye- d

seamstress, or no family lu particular,
and working for a living."

"llthought of tho cxqulslto face,
the low, tender voice of Freddie'
mamma, and menially nuplauded Car-
roll's choice.

"Carroll," continued tho lawyer,
"hud sufficient good miiihc to keep ui
his own exialilUliineiil until he went
into a heavy cotton speculation that
called lilm to Liverpool tit I ho height
of the eliolern. Then h" left his wlfo
and child under hit mother's euro,
and before ho went made hU will.
Now, doctor," saitl I lie law) or, speak-
ing slowly nud with marked oinplia-sh- ,

"Hint K ill leaves half his fortuuo
to his wife, half to ItW child, but Id
case of tho death ot the child, the hair
Hint is his goes lo Mrs. We-- t and her
tl aughtcr Lucy, if tho mother dies,
all koch to the child, to revert again
to tho Wests, II hu dies without di-

rect heirs. Do you see?"
1 did see. I saw again tho hard de-

termined fuco leaning over tho sleep-lu- g

child, denying him ; the weaker
woman sanctioning tho deceit, but
tailing senseless lu tho room. 1 un
derstood now I ho disiippoinimout
Hint had greeted tho tidings that tho
chilil wat neither dead nor dying;
but recovering. It was all clear lo mo
now, but I shuddered as 1 recalled tho
mother's face when fcho confessed
that liQhd contemplated sulcldo
rather thuu bear her widuwed, child-
less lot.

Wo could never toll whether tho
unnatural grandmother and aunt
would havo rUknd a legal investiga-
tion. Tho recognition between
mother and child was complete, ami
tho clothing wo hud reserved wai
fully identified. Mrs. West did not
return to her inolhor-iii-law- . For
somo weeks she was my mother's
guest and my pationt, being pros-
trated with a low, nervous fever, ami
then sho took the houso next our own,
her own claim and Freddie's to Car
roll Wost's properly bulng undis-
puted.

Wo wero warm friends for two
years, uud Mrs. Wot, Sr., with tho
beautiful blonde, wero occasional
visitors ni the widow's houso; but
when thu vlolot took the place of
crapoam! bombazine, and I ventured
to ask Adelaide West If a second lovn
could coiulort her for the ono sho had
lost, and my mother becamo Fred-
die's grandmother in truth, when his
"pretty mamma" becamo my wife.

Mrs. West Is dead, and Lucy mar-
ried lo a litiod Italian, wlfo admired1
her blondo beauty, but unlike too
many of his compatriots, finds tho'
lovely lady full ablo to tako caro
of her own interest, nnd guard hoi
money against hit too profuse expen-
diture.

Other chlldron call mo papa and
Adelaldo mamma ; but 1 do not think
I glvo uny of them a warmer or truer
lovu than I leel for brown-eye- d Fred-
die, who wat "Lost and Found."

A prominent citizen of this plneo
tells us a story that, however incred-
ible it may seem to our readers, is
trim, finnm Itim, a 4'.. ...... t..
.Howard county gavo the sou of ihllf.llll.in.lt a l.n H.. Ii.nll ..I.. V.

brought to this place ami put Into a
fien, but the night following Ihe day

brought over, it made its es- -
rnii loritn I tin .Iuhh .. . 1 ,.

tolls original homo In Howard coiin
ir, a umaiiuu ui lour nines frou the
rlver.-Boone- ville Topic.


